








The Tre^edie e/lUmkt 

And fpur my dull reucnge. Whatis a man 
If his chicfe good and market of his time 
B: but to fleepe and feed, a bcaft,no more.* 

Sure he that made vs with fuh large difeourfe 
looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To fuft in vs vnufd.now whether it be 
Befliall obliuion.or fome crauen fcruplc 
Of thinking too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifuome, 
And euer three parts coward, I doe not know 
Why yet I Hue to fay this thing’s to doc, 

Sith 1 hauecaufe,and wil and flrength,and meancs 
To doo’t; examples grofle as earth exhort me, 

Witnes this Army of fuch maffc and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition puft. 

Makes mouthes at the inuilible euent, 

Expofing what is mortall,and vnfure. 

To all that fbrtune,dcath and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-fhell.Rightly to be great, 

Is not to flirre without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrell in a draw 
When honour’s at the (lake. How (land I then 
That haue a father kild,a mother flaind, 

Excytcments of my reafon, and nay blood. 

And let all fleepe,while to my fhame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafic and tricke of fame 
Goe to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is nottombe enough and continent 
To hide the flainc.O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard,aud a gentleman, 

Q nee. I will not fpeakewith her, 

' Gtn. Sheisimportunat, 

Indeed diftra£t,her moodc will necdcs be pit tied 
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Vrince ofDenmarke* 

Quee. What would flic haue? 

Cent. ,She fpcakes much of her father, fayes fliee hearts 
There’s tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spurnes enuioufly at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfc fence, herfpeech is nothing. 

Yet the vnflbapcd vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to collection, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their ownc thoughts. 

Which as winckes, and nods, and geflures y eeld them, 

Indeedc would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 

H ore. Twerc good fhe were fpoken with, for (he may drew 
Dangerous coniedures in ill-brcceding mindes, 

Let her come in 

Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. * To my ficke foule, as finnes true nature is, 

‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amide, 

‘So full ofartlede iealofic is guilt, 

‘ It fpills it felfe, in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefly of Dcnmarke ? 

Qgee. How now Ophelia. fhe frags. 

Oph. How firould I your true loue know from another one. 

By his cockle hat and Paffc, and his Sendall fhoone. 

Quee. Alafle fweet Lady, what imports this long ? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Seng. 

At his head a grade greene turph, at hishcclcs a done. 

Oho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia-. 

Oph, Pray you marke. White his fhrowdas the monntainc fnow. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alafle iookc heerc my Lord. 

Ophe Larded all w ith fweet flowers. 

Which beweept to the ground did not go Seng. 

W ith true loue (bowers. 

. How doe you pretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well good dild you, they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
ter, Lo r <i wee know what w ee arc, but know net what we mav be, 
Ood beat your table 

King. 


